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Getting Older  
 “Kyle, do you feel old?” Amy asked, leaning a dripping cookie sheet on the 
counter next to the sink. She appraised her husband, sweeping her gaze from the 
bottom of  his knobby bike cleats to the top of  his head, where his hair had been 
smashed down by his helmet. His sideburns were gray, but the rest of  his hair was 
dark, like strong coffee.
 “Not particularly,” he said, taking a bite of  a protein bar and chewing 
thoughtfully. “Not more than yesterday.” He wiped his forehead with the back of  his 
arm and started to unlace his shoes.
 Amy’s gaze was drawn to his arms as he took his shoes off  — lean muscles 
moved beneath tan, sweat-damp skin. She looked at her own arms, pale and thick, 
disappearing into fluffy suds in the sink. She grabbed the empty cake pan from the 
stove and started scrubbing it. She washed a spatula and a plate. Her neck started 
to sweat. She grabbed a sticky mixing bowl and thrust it into the hot water, sending 
a tidal wave cascading over the edge of  the sink. Amy looked down at how her 
drenched t-shirt clung to her doughy stomach.
 “It’s not fair!” she wailed.
 Kyle looked up from the newspaper. “Oh, hun, it’s just water.”
 “No,” said Amy, whirling around, her eyes red and puffy. “It’s not fair that 
you get to look 35 forever while I get old and fat.” Her wet hands dripped defiantly 
onto the wood floor.
 Kyle folded the newspaper and pushed his chair back from the table. He 
padded over to the sink and let the puddle of  dish water soak through his socks.
 “I’m not 35,” he said, grabbing a pan to rinse and nodding at the pile of  
melted birthday candles next to the sink. 50. “I’m old,” he said. “I almost got eaten 
by a pterodactyl once.” He peeked at Amy’s face, and a small, small smile appeared. “I 
used to shoot pool with Jesus.”
 Amy’s laugh got stuck in a hiccup. “Okay, so you’re old. That doesn’t change 
the fact that you’re in perfect shape, and I’m just getting fatter every day.” She balled 
her hands at her middle, grabbing fistfuls of  her stomach.
 Kyle pulled her hands away and laced his fingers with hers and kissed her. 
She tried to squirm away, but his mouth was insistent on her jaw line. “I don’t care,” 
he said between kisses. “I like you.” She giggled, and he finally pulled away and looked 
into her eyes.
 “I only look young because I feel young,” he said. “You make me feel young, 
even when I’m falling apart. And I am falling apart.” He reached down and adjusted 
himself  in his bike shorts. “I think my balls are starting to fossilize, actually.” He 
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smiled impishly. Amy threw her arms around his neck and laughed into his shoulder. 
Kyle chuckled into her hair and put his arms around her waist.
 They finished the dishes later.
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